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THE ALDINE. 



" Well, sir, I remember it as well as if it had all 
happened yesterday. It was just at that time of the 
year when the days begin to be shorter, that the rod 
was sent to all the members of the band — that was 
the sign that enough wares had been collected in 
our store-houses to pay for the journey across the 
pass. It was pitch-dark when we all at last were 
ready, our bundles strapped firmly to our shoulders 
and our staffs in our hands. The moon stood in the 
calendar that night, but the heavens were covered 
with thick clouds, and she gave no light. 

"Our leader would not listen to any proposal to 
wait. The moon will not show herself to-night, he 
said, and if she does, she wilfhelp us as well at the 
other end of the pass as here. We knew too, that 
the officers had suspicions of our march, and under 
cover of darkness we hoped to elude their most vig- 
orous watch. But when the Fates are against one, 



skilful climbers. Far behind us, the troops were 
hurrying up the pass. Suddenly a great volley of 
bullets were sent after us, and one striking the solid 
wall of rock, glanced and hit my companion full in 
the breast. He would have fallen backwards into 
the chasm, had he not been grasping a jagged piece 
of rock for support." 

The old man stopped for a moment, and after re- 
lighting his pipe, took several vigorous whiffs before 
going on with his story. 

" ' I've got my share at last, brother,' he called to 
me, ' Hurry after the others, and — God bless you.' 
One cannot do what one pleases on a mountain path. 
I was obliged to turn myself around very cautiously 
— Ah, my heart was as heavy as if the ball lay in the 
center of it. It is not as bad as all that, comrade, I 
called. Take courage and hold fast until I can loosen 
my bundle and take you on my shoulders. 



ERA YING BY WHEEL AND AXLE. 

The Japanese, like the inhabitants of Thibet, are 
not content with devout prayers, pilgrimages, pros- 
trations, offerings to the gods in order to secure bless- 
ings here and hereafter; they also pray by machine, 
by wheel and axle. There is a square post, nearly 
eight feet in length, and near the center, at a conve- 
nient height to be reached by the hand, is fixed ver- 
tically a wheel, which moves readily on an axle passed 
through the post. Two small rings are strung upon 
each of three spokes of the wheel. Every person who 
twists this instrument in passing is supposed to ob- 
tain credit in heaven for one or more prayers inscribed 
on the post, the number being graduated according 
to the vigor of the performer's devotion, and the num- 
ber of revolutions effected. The jingle of the small 
iron rings is believed to secure the attention of the 




THE FAGOT GATHERERS. 



thing always go wrong. We were obliged to leave 
our beaten path at one point, and creep along on the 
side of the cliff. Just at that moment the clouds 
burst, and the moon shone out, making everything 
so light that one might have seen a moving figure 
on the mountain side for miles. It was not long be- 
fore we were seen by the officers, and one bullet 
after another whizzed through the air past our 
heads. . We were at the worst point on the road, 
directly on the side of the cliff, where the footpath 
was not over twelve inches wide in many places, the 
rocks on one hand towering like a church spire 
above our heads, and on the other going down hun- 
dreds of feet to the bottom of the chasm, through 
which rushed a roaring mountain torrent. There 
was nothing we could cling to except a few tangled 
roots or projecting points of rock. 

" Most of our party had reached a turn in the path, 
where there was a way leading to a safe and secure 
hiding-place known only by ourselves. I was the 
last but one, and behind me came my best and truest 
friend of the whole company. We were always put 
in the rear, as we were the best inarksmen and most 



"'Don't give yourself that trouble, brother,' he 
said, ' take care that the officers do not seize you, 
and all be lost.' But you, I answered, you cannot 
walk any farther, and they may seize you. ' Do not 
fear for me, dear old friend,' he said, ' it is all over — 
pray for my poor soul — no rascal of an officer shall 
take me.' As he said this, he let go his hold, gave 
me one parting look, and the next instant he laid 
at the bottom of the chasm, with the wild, dashing 
water for his only company. There he lies still, and 
there he will lie until the Judgment Day, God help 
him ! " 

The old man crossed himself devoutly, slung our 
baggage over his shoulders and walked silently 
down the road. 

Twilight was coming on. The sharp cliffs of the 
Wetterstein were crimson in the sunset glow. We 
slowly followed the old smuggler, rejoicing to think 
that the time was coming when nations and peoples 
would draw nearer and nearer to each other, when 
interests, becoming mutual, should serve to bind 
them together, and unreasonable barriers fall before 
the march of progress and civilization. 



deity to the invocation of the devout, and the greater 
the noise, the more certain of its being listened to. 
Some of the inscriptions on this post are worth re- 
membering : — " The great round mirror of knowledge 
says, 'wise men and fools are embarked in the same 
boat ;' whether prospered or afflicted, both are rowing 
over the deep lake ; the gay sails lightly hang to 
catch the autumnal breeze ; then away they straight 
enter the lustrous clouds, and become partakers of 
heaven's knowledge." 

" He whose prescience detects knowledge says, — 
' As the floating grass is blown by the gentle breeze, 
or the glancing ripples of Autumn disappear when the 
sun goes down, or as the ship returns home to her 
old shore, so is life ; it is a smoke, a morning tide.' " 

" Others are more to the point — as to the machine 
— ' Buddha himself earnestly desires to hear the name 
of this person (who is buried), and wishes he may go 
to life.' " 



Never risk a joke, even the least offensive in its 
nature and the most common, with a person who is 
not well bred and possessed of sense to comprehend it. 



